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had held the place of a second Sargent, and John tells how Steer, solemnly
handing over a fiver, said, "This ought to remain in the Family/
Steer's pictures, The Balcony, Music Room, End of the Chapter and so
forth, some portraits also, preserve aspects of his studio in their back-
grounds.
In the early years at Chelsea he entertained his friends, but perhaps the
tax on 'Old JaneY powers became too heavy, or, as is the way with such
domestic tyrants, she grudged to others the toil she lavished on her master.
I remember more particularly one pleasant dinner at which my wife and I
were guests along with the Rothensteins, Tonks, Moore, Collins Baker,
recently married, with his wife Muriel, ex-Slade student, wearing very
becomingly a kind of bridal wreath. Our host knocked with a knife-
handle on the floor for the change of courses, and excellent of their solid
kind they were. Moore was irrepressibly determined to talk of 'horn-calls'
which Elgar had written for a play of his, and only a burst of helpless
laughter at last smothered the subject. Steer disliked dinner-parties of the
fashionable sort and the risky process of changing for them, but there were
houses in Chelsea Village where he was happy, such as Miss Sargent's,
'Peter' Harrison's, the De Glehns*, George Moore's, Hugh Lane's, and
he could be lured as far as Hampstead to the Rothensteins, the Wethereds,
our house, the Hugh Hammersleys*.
Hammersley was a partner in Cox's Bank, known to all service men in
the 'Great* War, but afterwards absorbed in Lloyds. His first wife was a
Scotswoman, alert in mind and an admirable hostess, whose looks are
preserved in portraits by Sargent and Tonks. 'Admiral's House', at the
top of Hampstead, with look-out tower and secluded garden, was theirs,
and the dining-room walls were hung with Sickerts. Steer figures in
Tonks's caricature group of a tea-party there; Sargent, Will Rothenstein,
Max Beerbohm and others.
Another house for which Steer made an exception was that of Judge
Evans and his wife in Bayswater. The Judge had crammed the walls of
his house from skirting to ceiling with pictures but still pursued his pet
avocation1 of'getting a little bit of some fresh painter, and savoured and
shared it as he did a fine Stilton or botde of vintage port. His wife was his
partner in taste and discrimination for pictures and drawings and has
added another collector's hobby, namely country houses which call for
redress. She it was who gave a first impulse to the formation of a Con-
1 Is it impossible to persuade our statesmen and public speakers, and those writers called
'publicists* that 'avocation* means not die same as Vocation* but its reverse: not a man's
ordinary job, but his pastime? So again eminent novelists commonly use the word 'prone* for
a figure thrown down or recumbent on his back when they mean 'supine*.